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A CASTLE IN THE RHINE. 

At one of the most picturesque points of the Rhine, 
midway between Oberwesel and Bacharach. the little 
ancient castle of the Pfolz stands alone in the centre 
of the stream. 

It is one of the old relics of robber-knighthood, the 
only one which has defied the storms and warfare of 
centuries, and which, until a very recent date, exacted 
tribute from passing vessels as in the days of old. 

In olden times, when the river of poetry and ro- 
mance was in its glorj^ when its castle-walls bristled 
with armed men, and their halls were thronged with 
knights and fair ladies, and the wandering minne- 
singers chanted their lays from bower to bower, 
every stronghold 
along the banks 
was a terror to 
the ships and 
barges passing up 
and down with 
their rich freights 
of merchandise. 
From each frown- 
ing tower troops 
of robber-barons 
and their retain- 
ers sallied forth to 
exact tribute for 
the right of pass- 
age. The resist- 
ance to these un- 
lawful and exor- 
bitant demands, 
•caused much 
bloodshed; and 
the whole river 
from Bingen to 
Bonn is bordered 
with tragic le- 
gends of rapine, 
love and murder. 
What scenes 
arise and fill the 
fancy as the trav- 
eler drifts slowly 
down the Rhine on 
a summer moon- 
light evening! 
How the gray, 
crumbling ruins 
of robber-castles, 
which crown the 
hills on every side, 
become peopled 
with the forms 
of their ancient 
owners! The 
Bishop of Bingen 
sits alone and 
savage in his se- 
cluded tower, 
while the rats 
crawl toward 
him; and in the 
great banqueting 
hall of Castle 
Ehrenfels, Charle- 
magne holds his 
revelries, and 
drinks huge gob- 
lets of Rhine-wine 
while the min- 
strels celebrate 
every bumper 

with a new song. The two brothers continue their 
bloody strife for the fair prize which neither won ; 
and, gleaming like ghosts in the moonlight, the seven 
proud and beautiful sisters lift their, heads from the 
water only to bury them again as the river sweeps 
on. The rock of the Lorelei stands grim and dark 
and silent, and the water at its foot is still and black 
as midnight. Where is the witch of the Rhine, she 
who with her flowing golden hair and bewildering 
song lured the luckless boatmen within the reach of 
her beautiful arms, in whose luscious clasp the en- 
tranced victim was borne downward to the silent pal- 
aces under the water, there to moan .in hopeless soli- 
tude forever? A witchery of music seems to float 
toward us from the depths of the rock, and we hurry 
on, fearing that we, too, shall yield to the magic in- 
fluence, and lose our identity forever. 

But how shall we escape the bewitching power of 



this river of romance whose banks flow with wine, 
and whose waters have mirrored the age of olden 
knighthood? We may wander the world over, but 
a day on the Rhine will cling closer to the memory 
than years spent among other scenes ; and our eyes 
yearn for one more glimpse of the hills clad with 
vines, and dotted with ruins, till we arc forced to 
believe in the power of the Lorelei, and to con- 
sider a lazy hour spent in her palace with a goblet 
of golden Johannisberger the highest bliss in the 
world. 

The old German poets knew this influence well, 
and their powers Averc divided between celebrating 
the glorious river with its precious juice, and warn- 
ing all young men and fair maidens not to approach 




PFALZ CASTLE — IN THE RHINE. 

a spot where life was so delicious that the duties of 
this work-day world were forgotten. 

In 1814, the Rhine, at the precise point where the 
Pfalz is situated, was the scene of a brilliant action 
of the allies. Napoleon, after the bitter retreat from 
Moscow, had taken up his headquarters at Dresden. 
But being hard pressed by the combined forces of 
Russia and Germany, he retreated across the Rhine 
with what remained of the French army, pursued so 
vigorously by Bliicher, at the head of the Silesians, 
that oftentimes the German commander occupied the 
same room at night which Napoleon had vacated in 
the morning. On the night of December 31, 181 3, 
Bliicher arrived with his army at Caub, a small vil- 
lage on the right bank of the Rhine, at the point 
where the Pfalz stands in the centre of the stream. 
The other divisions of the allies Avere already cross- 
ing the river at Manheim and Coblenz and driving 



the French before them. Bliicher knew there wa:; 
no time to be lost. The Russian pontoons were an- 
chored among the huge floating cakes of ice, and to 
gather them together and form the bridge was no 
small undertaking. Bliicher summoned all the boat- 
men of Caub to meet in the village church, and made 
an ardent appeal to their patriotism, calling for vol- 
unteers to assist in the great work of saving the 
Fatherland. The whole assembly rose as one man 
to aid him, and by midnight the pontoons were 
formed in a line across the river. Before day-break 
of New Year's, 1814, the whole army had crossed in 
safety. The French outposts were surprised, and the 
troops under Marmont completely routed and driven 
bej'^ond the Vosges and the Sarre. In 1864 the fiftieth 

anniversary of 
this event was cel- 
ebrated, on which 
occasion the old 
men still living, 
who had acted as 
boatmen on that 
memorable night, 
received a deco- 
ration from the 
King of Prussia 
and the Grand 
Duke of Nassau. 
At the same time 
a stone was in- 
serted over the 
gateway of the 
Pfalz, bearing an 
inscription in 
honor of Marshal 
Bliicher and the 
brave boatmen of 
Caub. 

The Pfalz itself' 
is a small castle 
with a central 
tower, in which 
hangs the bell 
which for centur- 
ies summoned the 
passing boatman 
to stop and pay 
tribute to robber- 
knighthood. In 
more modern 
times the castle 
still remained as 
the toll-gate of the 
Rhine where the 
Grand Dukes of 
Nassau exacted 
customs from all 
craft passing u p 
and down the riv- 
er. Only at a very 
recent date was 
the toll abolished 
through the inter- 
vention of Prus- 
sia. 

Like all Rhine 
castles, the Pfalz 
is wreathed about 
with legends, and 
its low gray walls 
have enclosed 
many sad hearts. 
Stories are told of 
dungeons down 
beneath the water, 
where chains still hang, rusted to the walls. As long 
ago as 1 194, the beautiful Lady Agnes, daughter of 
Palsgrave Conrad, was imprisoned in this dreary 
place, Avhich, the legend tells us, had been built by 
her cruel father for that special purpose. Her of- 
fense was that she loved the young Duke of Bruns- 
wick, while her father had designed her hand for one 
of his own family, that the Palatinate might be handed 
down in his name. But deep waters and stone walls 
proved no obstacle to the lovers. With the assist- 
ance of the lady's mother a secret marriage was con- 
tracted, but the daughter proudly refused to leave her 
prison until her father himself should open the door, 
an event which did not take place until a 5^oung heir 
to Brunswick had been born Avithin the dreary walls. 
Our engraving of the Pfalz is a view of the interior 
courtyard, where is a Avell of pure spring water whose 
fountain head is far down below the bed of the Rhine. 



